A   NATIVE   OF    ANCIENT   APTJLIA       5
The people, the legend continues, looked at each other in astonishment, wondering how this one man could defeat the army of the mighty Carthaginian. Obeying the orders of the officer, the giant, unarmed, strode out from amid the crowd and made his way to the outskirts of the village. The people looked on in amazement. Going out a mile or two from the village, the giant lay by the roadside awaiting the approach of the enemy. When he saw them coming, so the story narrates, he rolled himself in the dust of the roadway and began to utter the most unearthly howls and screams. When the commander of the invading army, marching at the head of the column, came up to him, he stopped his horse and asked what was the trouble. The giant promptly answered, with cries and still more cries, that because he was the smallest man in the town, the inhabitants had driven him out in order that he might not be in their way when the fighting should take place. Needless to say the mighty Carthaginian army was at once ordered to retreat and hastily made its way from the outskirts of Molfetta.
Around the ancient citadel about which this and many other interesting legends are woven, lies the modern Molfetta, known as "Molfetta nuova," in contrast to "Molfetta vecchia." This is comparatively a modern town, as modern towns go in southern Italy. The streets are wider, the houses are more pretentious, built in the Roman style with their